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“The suardian of the lilies.”’ 
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Ofhe guardian of the fifies, 
O©WrFere fified do not fade, 
Upon a morn of Heaven 
Her rouno- in gfadnedd made; 
Ao ad fer bfedded fingers 
Upon each bfoom fie faid, 
ORey, Reedfuf of fer presence, 
On fovefy Erandporf swayed. 


‘“[t was a budding woodland 


ISeside a river's flow.” 


» 


TDReir swaying woke the fifies 
©WRere brief the fified Bfow.— 
St wads a budding woodfarfo 
Wedide a river’S Pfow; 
Oe fiky-ward of Heaven 
loooked down with eyed agfow, 
Gor stiff sRe foved the pfeadance, 
@yRere she Rad dweft befow. 


Stit? dear the sighing fities 
©wRere fified Soon are shed; 
Oo Bear their faint redponded, 
Sie Bent Ber sfining Read.— 
«Dejoice with you we cannot, 
For fdeatAward are we sped,” 
“Ray, life feadd fdeath a capfive, 
ao there sfaff be no dead.” 


“The herald of the day-dawn 


Where waking sows no rue,” 


Oe Berafad of the day-dawn 
@WRere waking sowd no rue, 

Upon a morn of Heaven 
XA cfear reveiffe bfew. 

Aff round the Padefess bodcage 
ODRe meffow echoed Prew; 

HA thousato songeters carofted 
dAmid. the feaved ato dew. 


TReir carols woke the wood-tird, 

@Weere winged fife ayo song 
Sree Pee before the tempest, 

Oqee fear the fowfer’s wrong. 
KRejoice with you we cannot, 

Death Rerde our fruttering throng.” 
‘Ray, wife wif you defiver, 

For you to life befong.” 


“The serapb-child of rapture.” 


Oe seraph-chifad of rapture, 
@wWeere joy to soufd id fea, 
Upon a morn of Heaven 
Made aff the Beffo to peaf. 
@Re morning-sfars, ano pfanets 
OGAat through wide orbits whee, 
Sn unimagined anthems 


Nedounded Heaven’s wear, 


OReir anthems woke the spirits 
OAat strive in morta cfay.— 
«Rejoice with you we cannot, 
fdeath Remo ud 40 each way.” 
“Ray,” said the seraph, dmiting; 
«Death sal no you betray; 
dor J am lvove Smmortat, 
Ao me ofall BeatB obey.” 


Edith M. Thomas. 
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